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And thus mort horiout | 
Then if the Conquer'd. 
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Of that moſt; Topthijous 'Gerileinan ; 
Mr, JAMES BRIESTOW, s 
Late Fellow of All- fouls'; 0 TRE 


His moſt oh 10mg Admired: 
' Friend, 36: 0% 
HL! never tell me ln qv, TB EH be | 
That Death before did ever: Tyrannize, 
Though Thouſazus lacely fell .het Prize z; 
You doe perſwade \in vainz ': 7 - : © 
This year ſhe'greater Power Shows,  : /-11// 
Though fewer feel, more #urſe her Blows; | 1 7 
This year fell Cowl, and this year He fell, 
Vho of us all that in Parmaſſus dwell, 
_— cla w_ = cor —_ Do 
wayes ofN#V & (Entay NoF's; 
Death when jeftruck thoſe ewo; did more, . 
Then the Devouring Plagee Tſang, J 
It is the Worth; not Number of the Dead, 
Which proves Fate Craeltand Unlomutedsc- : j- 
Thus ſome who atl-their baſer | Caprives ſors) £1 
That are not worth a Yeſors Care, \ 
If by their hands the Noble Leaders dyc, mT 
Think they by this. '0ut-dze'their' Vzforg, - / ©: 7 
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We knew that Goodpe Cd knew that Wt 
Muſt fooneſt th IDettlislaws ſubmit ; 

But Oh 1 we never thought that Fate 
' Should Jon mote hatd ro You, 
+ And hevia yiedditr bath; ;. +, 

Then heretofore to. uz the ul'd to doe... 
To Copley kinder Star; did yeild, 

That he his Moumrents might build ; 

VVhich he, like ſome who (til} ſuſpicious are 
Of their Succeſſors love and care, 

For his own ſelf, with. his [-or7a/l hand did reag;* >a, 
Bur ;Thee:death unawares lurpriz'd, -: .; - * I 
Elſe. ſhe had never, Excercil'd —_— 
Over thy V/zther Cruelty, , + 
And doubly had rob'd-us bi; Thee: , 1, .. . :. 

Thy Off-ſpring avight havegar'd her'Lyrgnny,...,..- - 


ow 
 VVhentoa Merchant;/atid his:goods fome wave, . 
As greedy av himfelfe; affords a graves r :/'1; | 
(-His Gold as low in water being hid, 
As in its Mother Barth when buried ) W 215! 
His friends mayjullypgrieverhus death Croſt 3; | 1 "/ 
Having beth Him; und-21ltvis treafares loſt, ».r: | >:; 1 
As juſtly thug? pritve' we, 5 11 ov 7th nt rr 7 
Thus do:ble is our "Mitery,»* > /\r {1 


Not onely that we\ havelloft you; : [+ or a4 
But your great thoopbte, that Richeſt Treaſure t0o., © 
Ah Cruclldemnbgthar Legatic\,” 40.) 57) 1 9, 
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His Friends claim'd as their due. 
Had he bur lett the picture of his minde, 
VVe had not th»ught thee deatn utikind. 
A Cunning Goward thouwert {areg ': -- . 
Thou cam'ſt not fairly ori'nor warning gave, 
Elſc he had never fear'd the grave : 
He by his Pez had been ſecure. 
Mark Antony could Tully never kill, 
And Sexeca lives yet, in ſpight of Nere's will, 
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Tell me; ye' Fatal $i#ers, do you not 
Lament Your ſelves when ſuch muſt dye; | 
VVhen VVir aud Folly mult together lye, 
And have one Common lot? + 
Methinks ſome Palſe Head, ſome Pjece of Man; 
Who hath owtl;2/d himſelfe beyond his ſpan; - * 
One halte of whom was buried long apoe,  - 
Whoſe living Part is rotten too, ' 
Whoto ſome Courteous Toyner Owes, 
For Arms, and Hands, and Legs, and Toes, 
Might you (dire Siſters )-very well Snffice, 
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There you with little Pains might Kill, & Tyrannize ; 


But it your Envy fly at Wt, 
You might your Cruelty Commit 
On Onewho. once profeſled ir; 
But did his Veen long fincelouthize,. 
To whom, the Muſes ohce a flame'did give, 
But now the Max the Poet doth ſurvive 2 
Thus decay'4 Wit: might pleaſe you, & you might; 


with thoſe rich rannants,&braveReliques glut your ſpight. 
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Tell me, you Cruel Stars, why you 
Did thus Conſent: mmto/ his fall > 
He from your Phebec.own'd his Call, 
And from him he had his /:zht too. | 
And how could you (bright Sun ) thus Cruel! be 
To your-own Vorary # 1 | 
But how alas I talk in Vain 1 
Oh ! how do I profaine! 
As if That God which once did him Inſpire 
With his kind heac, ſhould '{:U bin with his fire, 
Bur if you did, great Phan, you did know 
So brave, So rich aSoul 
Was never ſent to be on Earth confin'd, 
Or to be pent up here below. 
Great Souls, like the Pellean Youth, lye here 
Pazting on Earth, Impriſon'd,; & want Air, © 


From which by death when freed, then firit chey riſe 


From their own g*awes, and then begiy their Lives, 


Thus have the kinder Stars him ſat/4 by Death, 


And damyd us. here below to, draw our breath, - | 
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Thus now at once the Heavens we know 
May Cruelty and kindneſs: ſhow, ”% 


We trom his Joyes Our greater ſorrows date, (hes, 


His Death was only unto us a Fate. 

But when ll loſe, why-thus grieve Lalone 2 

Now all Parnaſſus {hould weep Elegies, * 
VVith him lyes buricd a Philoſopher, 
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VVith him @ Poet and an Qrater, 
VVe have loft Three'in One. 

Aud what in youth or Age was found, , 

VVas in that Narww Compeſs bound. | 

Few yeats alaſs !-(-too few ).he told, 

And yet in all things, but years Old, 
His learned Muſe was ſoft, and ſmooth, and high, 
Which had he publiſh'd. (as all now adayes ) 

Beſt Poets might reſign their\Bayes. . - 
But Oh ! his Modeſty did this deny; 
And yet he was not leſs, becauſe leſs known 
As Stars which our Hor:zoz never light, 
Their dazling beauty is to Others ſhown, 
And ſhine as fair, though hid from our unhappy ſight. 
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But Sirice th? art gone, would Itoo might retire, 
My (elteI ſtrangely alter'd ſee; - 
VVhom once I did butfilently admire 
( For more my Eavy did deny ) 
I now confeſs he will-my Idol. be; 
O ſurc I 'mauuch- too vaine, yy 
( As Heathens Once) ro'worſhip M az againe: 
But yet in this I give thee more thy duc, 
Then when the W:tI ſaw, Lnever prail'd in jou. 
Oh 1 then, ( dear Sam) I beg it ar thy Shree, 
Forgive ( for. jow-thou art Divine ) 
Forgive, I (ay, that ance he Enyy'd. Thee, 
( And who would not thy Poetr; ? ) 
VVho now in Verſe this pious Tribute paycs, 
Andaow:atJaft does ſpeak thy Praiſe. 
: 2 But -yet- what do Ldoc?# 


[+8] - 

I wrong'd Thee ther; and nowT wrong Thee toog' i: 7 / 
As if Poor I, thy worth -coulde're reherſe,) © - 

A Theme for one who only writes like you,"” | ''* 

A Theme for forte Inimortall Verſe, 1 i -i / 
Thus ſome dull Lover; who leng dunib hath bing ' - | 
But can vat fo his Mittris win, 77 1 7 1 
Ventures at length to Rhyme upon her Namie, - 

Thinking p6ot Fo t he fings her fame”! ' 
His meaning's good, yer ſhe more angry gtowes, 
He his own folly thus, not her Wit ſhowes, (2 287" 
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Then All you VVits that In Elizium dwell, 

All you that Tragick Stories tell; 
All you of learned Greece, and you 

Of Rome as Learned too, 
I Summox now to meerr this greatHerle 
The Nobleſt Subje# for your Verſe, * i P: 
Let Sophocles his Buſkins there put on; 
= Seneca too thither Come ; 
There with your Mowing Acrents ſing his fanje, 
And in the doleful't Tones repeat his Name : 
You need not make new Elegies;fins o're / 
What you of VVorthies ſung before; 
In no new Tune yon need complain, _ 
For they in Him do but dye o're agatn. 69 
Make us too, ſenſible of onr grearloſse, 
VVho are ditraRted with fo grear a Crolse. 
Great blowes are not ſoon felt, for we 
As yet weigh not our Miſery. 

Firitmake us underſtand his VVorth that's gone; 
Then with your charming Rhet'rick teach us how to moan, 
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nl 1: old peak, hard, y og 
$ m 
"nr wha thon Law him diſh "oa _ 


dilappear: 
His weeping Friends ſurpriz'd: with ike andicar ; 
Thus, the vu when their Sun's to fer, 
In watry Tethys la with Eyes as VVet, | © 
Asis his bed; " Ladl _ his fall, 


Expe8ing now > his Funerall, 
Vaconcern'd he was, fo zlad 


—_- 


"Tis Strange ! 


* T6 part wah breath, his freinds fo fad” 


To part with him ; ſo much they grieve, 

As it They were to > Dye, and He to Live; 

He Checks their griefe, at once ſevere & kind, 

For Death could not debaſe his Ger raus mind; 
$o dyeing Cato look'd when He | 

In Plato found wr Immortality, 

Then roo methoughts I heard his hors worls, 

Compoſ'd ofall that Eloquerice a 


You would have thought ( as Condemn'd Men, - 


VVho at their Exz: begge a Plavdite) 
He »-ade them long agoc, but ſpoke them then, 
And yet alaſs} for all this He mult ae, 


10, 


Now thou, Unhappy Colleage,guard his Duſt, 
Happy in that thou haſt that Truſt, 


And when you ſpeak of Digges, remember then 
In T's great Soul,you have loſt him again. 
And here I charge you all before the N ine, 
As you will a for your Crime 
_— Apollo, that it any have 
e, they wouldnct too give That a grave, 


Fr 


[ w } 
For happy we ſhall bepk3 ramhcny when You: | 
Returne mote known; yer leſs Envi'd the, ned. Lb 
Then ler none dare t5Robthe Publick fo, ! 1:22 Cs; 
That he'wo all wall his OWE. (P* 4 
Thereforewho ſhall ſoch' Commit, 
Shall be Arraign'd "it SEA wet 
FINIS 1 
FE. "J4 Z 
L 1 99:9 009 307! i Ine 7 10013 2119} 414 
oe Ends al 


XUN 


= 
_ 
>X 


